fbeTrtigedteef 

If I know how or which way to order thefc affaires 
Thus disorderly thruft into my hands, 

Neuerbclecue me : both are my kinfmen, 

Tone is my foueraigne,whombothmy oath 
And dutie bids def cnd,tother againe 
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wiongd, ' 

Whom confcicnce and my kindred bids to right. 
Webfomewhat wee mud doo : come Coofin 
IlcdiSpofeofyour Gcntlemcn,gomufter vpyournicn, 
And meetc me prcfently at.Barkiy: 

I Should to PlaShictoo,but time willnotpermtt: 1 

All is vneucn,and euenc thing isleftatfixeandfeauen. 

T - Exeunt Duke £hrman.BuJh.Green. : 

Bujl. The wind fits faire for newes to go for Ireland, | 
But none returnes. For vs toleuic power 
Proportionable to the encmicis all vnpofiible. 

(jreene Befidcs our neerenefle to the King in loue, 
Jsneare the hate of thofc loue not the King. 

"Bag. And that is the waucring commons, for their lout | 
Lies in their purfe$,and who fo empties them. 

By fo much filles their hearts with deadly hate. f 

• Eujb . Wherein the King flands generally condcmnd. 
Bag. Ifiudgcmcntheinthcm,thcnfodo wee, 
Becaufe we euer hauebcencnecrc the King. 

Greene Well I will for refuge Straight to Brift.C.aftle, 
The Earle of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bujh. Thither will 1 with you,for little office 
Will thehatcfull commons pcrSormefor vs* 

Except like curs to tcarc vs all in pieces* 

Wi! you go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I wil to Ireland to his Maieftie: 

Farewelif hearts prefages bee'not vaiue. 

We three here part that nerc dial roccte againe. 

Bnjh. Thats as Yorke tbriucs to beat back Bullingbrook’ 
Cree. Alas poore Duke,the taskc he vndertakes* ' 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flie, 
Farewell at once, for once/or al,and euer, 
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*Bup>U Well, we maymecte againe. 

%U. Ifearc me neuer. , , , , 

* Enter Herefird,NorthuwM*tuL 

Bull. How far is it my Lord to Barckly now? 

North. Belecue mce noble Lord, 

I am a ft raunger in GlocefterShirc, 

Thefe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes 
Drawer out our milcs,and makes them wearilome, 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beene as Siigar, 

Making the hard way fwccteand delegable. 

But l bethinke me what a weary way, 

From Raucnfpurgh to CotShall wil be found. 

In RoSTc and Willoughby wanting your compamc* 

Which I proteft hath veric much beguild 
The tedioufnefle and proccffcofmy trauaile: 

But theirs is Sweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit that I poSTefle, 

And hope to ioy is little leSIe in ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feeme Short* as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companic. 

'Butt. Ofmuch leSle value is my companie. 

Then your good words.But who comes here? 

Enter Harry Perfj. 

North. It is my fonne yong Harry PcrSy, 

Sent from my Brother Worcefter whenccfbeuer. 

Harry how fares your Vnckle? (of you, 

H.Ter. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 

North. Why is he not with the Queenc? 

H.Per. No my good Lord,h e hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe ofoffice, and difper ft 
The houShold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon? he was not fo refolude 
When la(t we fpake togither. 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lord Ship was proclaimed traitour. 
But he my Lord is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feru ice to the Duke of Hereford* 

And Sent me oucr by Barckly to di&ouer, 

E What 



